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" I have been very miserable all night, and to-day
extremely deaf and full of pain, I am so stupid and
confounded that I cannot express the mortification
I am under both in body and mind. All I can say is
that I am not in torture; but I daily and hourly ex-
pect it. Pray let me know how your health is, and your
family. I hardly understand one word I write. I am
sure my days will be very few : few and miserable they
must be:

" I am, for those few days, vours entirelv

"Joy SWIFT."

" If I do not blunder, it is Saturday, July 26,1740."

He died in 1745.

Swift's first work, The Battle of the Books, was
written, as we have said, while he was still with Sir
William Temple. It took up the argument of the
Classics against the Moderns. Swift represents the
Classics by the Bee, which flies from flower to flower
culling all the sweetness that each has to offer, and
the Moderns by the Spider, spinning everything out of
his own insides. Here is an account of their first
meeting:

" Things were at this crisis when a material acci-
dent fell out. For upon the highest corner of a large
window there dwelt a certain spider, swollen up to the
first magnitude by the destruction of infinite numbers
of flies, whose spoils lay scattered before the gates of
his palace, like human bones before the cave of some
giant. The avenues to his castle were guarded with
turnpikes and palisadoes, all after the modern way of